astonished to find himself where he was that he almost
began to forget who he was.
As soon as he had finished he went out again. By a
curious chance the house where he was lodging was
at the corner of Catherine's road: not far away was the
row of houses among which she had pointed out her
own. But since they were all alike with their gables and
wooden balconies it was impossible in the darkness to
say which was hers.
Feeling safer in the dark he went closer, scrutinizing
their dim fronts. From the ground-floor window of one
a faint light filtered between heavy curtains. He had an
intuition that this was the house. He could hear voices
inside. He approached until he could distinguish them.
That of Catherine's little sister suddenly broke out.
She was saying in a hoydenish, joking way:
"My heart is torn between the two!"
The unexpected phrase struck him with its relevance
to the present situation. Catherine too was torn be-
tween him and her own people. To which side would
she incline ?
He listened anxiously to discover whether she too
was sitting there at dinner. If she were there it would at
least mean that nothing unusual had happened to her.
The murmur of voices still came confusedly to him,
mingled with all kinds of familiar, peaceful sounds,
the clatter of plates, the clinking of glasses. A burst
of laughter suddenly made him start and tingle. She
was there. Nothing had happened to her, then. She
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